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because I desire not to rake into the ashes of the dead^ and
therefore 1 shall observe this wise maxim. De mortuis nil
nisi bonum.

This flagitious man, in order to compass his black de-
signs, employed certain wicked instruments (which great
statesmen are never without) to adapt several London cries,
m such a manner as would best answer his ends. And,
whereas it was upon grounds grievously suspected, that all
places at Court were sold to the highest bidder: Certain
women weie employed by his emissaries, to carry fish in
baskets on their heads, and bawl through the streets, " Buy
my fresh places." I must, indeed, own that other women
used the same cry, who were innocent of this wicked design,
and really sold their fish of that denomination to get an
honest livelihood; but the rest, who were in the secret,
although they carried fish m their sieves or baskets, to save
appearances; yet they had likewise, a certain sign, some-
what resembling that of the freemasons, which the pur-
chasers of places knew well enough, and were directed by
the women whither they were to resort, and make their
purchase. And, I remember very well, how oddly it looked,
when we observed many gentlemen finely dressed, about
the Court end of the town, and as far as York Buildings,
where the Lord Treasurer Oxford dwelt, calling the women
who cried " Buy my fresh places," and talking to them in
the corner of a street, after they understood each other's
sign : But we never could observe that any fish was bought,

Some years before the cries last mentioned, the Duke
of Savoy was reported to have made certain overtures to
the Court of England, for admitting his eldest son by the
Duchess of Orleans's daughter, to succeed to the Crown, as
next heir, upon the Pretenders being rejected, and that son
was immediately to turn Protestant. It was confidently re-
ported, that great numbers of people disaffected to the then
illustrious but now Royal House of Hanover, were in those
measures Whereupon another set of women were hired by
the Jacobite leaders, to cry through the whole town, " Buy
rny Savoys, dainty Savoys, curious Savoys." But, I cannot
directly charge the late Earl of Oxford with this conspiracy,
because he was not then chief Minister. However, the
wicked cry still continues in London, and was brought over